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* 7 will be found a true Obſervation, tho 
= & /omewhat ſurpriſing, that when any Scan- 
q dal is vented againſt a Man of the bigb. 
= ef Diftinttion and Character either in the 
= State or in Literature, the Publick in gene- 
ral afford it a moſt quiet Reception, and the 
larger Part accept it as favourably as if it 
were ſome Kindneſs done to L hemſelves 25 
Whereas if a known Scoundrel or Blockbead 
ebance ts be but touch*d upon, a whole Legion 

7s up in Arms, and it becomes the common 


Cauſe of all Scriblers, Bookſellers, and Prin- 
ters whatſoever, 
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Not to ſearch too deeply into the Reaſon 
hereof, Iwill only obſerve as a Fact, that every 
Week for theſe two Months paſt, the Town has 
been perſecuted with Pamphlets, Advertiſe= | 
ments, Letters, and weekly Eſſays, not only 
againſt the Wit and Writings, but againſt tbe 
Charatter and Perſon of Mr. Pope. Aud that 
of all thoſe Men who have received Pleaſure 
from bis Writings (which by modeſt Computa= 

tion may be about a Hundred thouſand in theſe 
Kingdoms of England and. Ireland, not to 
mentjou Jerſey, Guernſey, the Orcades, thoje 
inthe New World, and Foreigners who have 
tranſlated bim into their Languages) of all 
this Number not a Man bath ftoad up to ſay, 
one Word in bis Defence. 

The only Exception is the Author of the fol- 
lowing Poem, who doubtleſs had either a bet- 
ter Inſight into the Grounds of this Clamour, 
or a better Qpinion of Mr. Pope's Integrity, 
join d with a greater perſonal Love for him, 
than any other of bis numerous Friends and 
Aamirers, 

Furt ber, that he was in his peculiar Inti. 
macy, appears from the Knowledge be mani. 


5 fefis of the moſt private Authors of. all the a- 
| nonymous 
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Ornaments, die off daily ſo faſt 


to the R ERA DER. „ 


nonymous Pieces againſt bim, and from bis 
kaving in this Poem attacked no Man living, 
who had not before printed and publiſhed a- 
gainſt this particular Gentleman. 

How I became poſſeſt of it, is of no Concern 
to the Reader; but it would have been 4 
Wrong to bim, had I detain'd this Publica- 
tion: ſince thoſe Names which are its chief 
as miſt reu- 
der it too ſoon unintelligible. / Tf it provoke 
the Author to give us a more perfect Edition, 
I have my End. 

Who be is, I cannot ſay, and (which is 
great pity) thers is certainly nothing in his 
Stile and Manner of writing, which can di- 
ſtinguiſh, or diſcover bim. For if it bears 
any Reſemblance to that of Mr. P. *tis not 
improbable but it might be done on purpoſe, 
with a View to have it paſs for his. But by 
the Frequency of his Alluſious to Virgil, and a 
labour'd, (zot to ſay affeted) Shortneſs, in 
Imitation of him, I ſhould think him more au 
Aamirer of the Roman Poet than of the Gre— 
cian, and in that, not of the ſame Taſte with 
bis Friend, 

I have been well inform d, that this Ii ur- 

Was 
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was the Labour of full ſix Tears of his Life, 70 
and that he retired himſelf entirely from all ta 
the Avocations and Pleaſures of the World, 
to attend diligently to its Correttion and Per- ae 
fection; and fix Tears more he intended to be- 
ſftow upon it, as it ſhould ſeem by this Verſe of 
Statius, Which was cited at the Head of his 8 
Manuſcript. 1 


Oh mihi biſſenos multum vigilata per annos, 
Duncia! 


Hence alſo we learn the true Title of 
the Poem; which with the ſame Certainty as 
we call that -of Homer the Iliad, of Virgil th 
the ZEneid, of Camoens the Luſiad, of Vol- 
taire the Henriad, we may pronouuce could 
have been, and can be no other, than 


The Dunc1ap. 


It is ſtyled Heroic, as being doubly ſo; 
not only with reſpect to its Nature, which ac- 
cording to the beſt Rules of the Ancients and 
ftricteſt Ideas of the Mogerns, is critically 
ſuch; but alſo with regard to the Heroical 
Diſpoſition and bigh Courage of the Writer, 

who 


to the READER, vii 


who dar'd to ſtir up ſuch a formidable, irri- 
table, and implacable Race of Mortals. 

The Time and Date of the Action is evi- 
dently in the laſt Reign, when the Office of 
City Poet expir*d upon the Death of Elkanah 
Settle, and he has fix'd it to the Mayoralty of 
Sir Geo. Tho- id. But there may ariſe 
ſome Obſcurity in Chronology from the Names 
in the Poem, by the inevitable Removal of 
ſome Authors, and Inſertion of others, in their 
Niches. For whoever will conſider the Unity 
of the whole Deſign, will be ſenſible, that the 
Poem was not made for theſe Authors, but 
theſe Authors for the Poem. Aud I ſhonld 
judge they were clapp'd in as they roſe, freſh 
and freſh, and chang d from Day to Day, in 
like manner as when the old Bougbs wither, 
we thruſt new ones into a Chimney. | 

I would not have the Reader too much trou- 
bled or anxious, if he cannot decypher them; 
ſince when he ſhall have found them out, be 
will probably know no more of the Perſons 
than before. 

Tet we judg'd it better to preſerve them as 
they are, than to change them for fittitions 
Names, by which the Satyr would only be mul- 


tiplied ; 
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tiplied ; and applied to many inſtead of one. 
Had the Hero, for inſtance, been called Co- 
drus, how many would have affirm*d him to 
be Mr. W—— Mr. D Sir R B—, 
Sc. but now, all that unjuſt Scandal is ſaved, 
by calling him Theobald, which by good Luck 
happens to be the Name of a real Perſon. 

J am indeed aware, that this Name may 
to ſome appear too mean, for the Hero of an 
Epic Poem : But it is hoped, they will alter 
that Opiniot when they find, that an A'thor 
220 leſs eminent than la Bruyere, has thought 
him worthy a Place in his Charatters, 


Voudriez vous, THROBAL DE, que je 
cruſſe que vous ètes baiſſe? que vous n'etes 
plus Poete, ni bel eſprit? que vous etes pre- 
ſentement auſſi Mauvais juge de tout genre 
d Ouvrage, que Mechant Auteur? Votre air 
libre & preſumptueux me raſſure, & me per- 
ſuade tout le contraire, Sc. Characteres, 
Vol. I. de la Societe & de la Converſation, 
Pag. 176. Edit. Amſt. 1120, 


THE 


DUNCIAD. 


Book the FIRST. 7 


| | 12 
eros and the Man I ſing, the firſt 


V 2 S who brings 
JB) The Smithfield Muſes to the Ears of 


Kings. 
Say great Patricians! (ſince yourſelves inſpire 
Theſe wond'rous Works; ſo Jove and Fate require!) 
5 Say from what Cauſe, in vain decry'd and curſt, 
Still I Dwunce the ſecond reigns like Dunce the firſt 


In eldeſt Time, &er Mortals writ or read, 
E'er Pallas iſſued from the Thund'rer's Head, 


Dad. 
| Dulneſs 
\ 


2 The ms ak 


Dulneſ+ o'er all poſſeſs'd her antlent Right, 
10 Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night: 
Fate in their Dotage this fair Idiot gave, 
Groſs as her Sire, and as her Mother grave, 
Laborious, heavy, buſy, bold, and blind, 
She rul'd, in native Anarchy, the Mind. 


x5 STILL her old Empire to confirm, ſhe tries, 
For born a Goddels, Dulneſs never dies. 


WuXIII wave the tatter'd Enſigns of Rag · Fair, 
A yawning Ruin hangs and nods in Air; 
Keen, hollow Winds how! thro? the bleak Receſs, 


20 Emblem ef Muſic caus'd by Emptineſs: 


Here in one Bed two hiv'ring Siſters ly, 

The Cave of Poverty and Poetry: 

This, the Great Mother dearer held than all 

The Clubs of Quidnunc's, or her own Guild-hall: 
2 5 Here ſtood her Opium, here ſhe nurs'd her Owls, 

And deſtin'd here th' imperial Seat of Fools. 


Hence ſprings cach weekly Muſe, the Living boaſt 


Of C ls chaſte Preſs, and L. · T's rubric Poſt; 
Henee 


of 


Book the Frgsr, 3 
Hence hymning Tyburn's Elegiac Lay, 
o Hence the ſoft Sing · ſong on Cecilia's Day, 
Sepulchral lyes our holy Walls to Grace, 
And Neu- year Odes, and all the Grub ſtreet Race. 


GET P — CESS 


"Twas here in clauded Majeſty ſhe ſhone; 
Four Guardian Virtues, round, ſupport her Throne, 
5 Fierce Champion Fortitude, that knows no Fears 
Of Hiſſes, Blows, or Want, or Loſs of Ears: 
Calm Temperance, whoſe Bleſſings thoſe partake 
Who hunger, and who thirſt for Scribling ſake: 
Prudence, whoſe Glaſs preſents th* approaching Jayl; 
o Poetic Juſtice, with her lifted Scale; 
Where in nice Balance, Truth with Gold ſhe weighs, 
And ſolid Pudding againſt empty Praiſe, 


HsxE ſhe beholds the Chaos dark and deep; 
Where nameleſs Somethings in their Cauſes ſleep, 


5 *Till genial Jacob, or a warm third-day 
Calls forth each Maſs, a Poem or a Play. . 
How hints, like Spawn, ſcarce quick in embryo ly; 
How new-born Nonſenſe firſt. is taught to cry; 
Maggots 


/ 


C- 


4 The Duncrap. 
Maggots half-form'd, in Rhyme exactly meet, 
50 And learn to crawl upon Poetic Feet. 
Here one poor Word a hundred Clenches makes, 
And ductile Dulneſs new Meanders takes; 
There motley Images her Fancy ſtrike, 
Figures ill-paird, and Similes unlike, 
55 She ſecs a Mob of Metaphors advance, 
Pleas'd with the Madneſs of the mazy Dance: 
How Tragedy and Comedy embrace; 
How Farce and Epic get a jumbled Race; 
How Time himſelf ſtands ſtill at her Command, 
60 Realms ſhif, their Place, and Ocean turns to Land. 
Here gay- Deſcription Egypt glads with Showets, 
Or gives to Zembla Fruits, to Barca Flowers; 
Glitt'ring with Ice here hoary Hills are ſeen, 
Faſt by, fair Valleys of eternal green, 
65 On cold December fragrant Chaplets blow, 
And heavy Harveſts nod bencath the Snow, 


* 


ALL theſe and more, the Cloud com pelling Queen 
Beholds thro Fogs, that magnify the Scene; 


She, 


> 


7 


Book the FIA SI. — 7 
She, tinſel'd o'er in Robes of varying Hues, 
70 With Scif applauſe her wild Creation views, 
Sees momentary Menſters riſe and fall, 
And with her own Fools-colours gilds them all. 


\ *Twas onthe Day, when f Tho---d, rich and grave, 
Like Cimon triumph'd both on Land and Wave, 
75 (Powps without Guilt ofbloodleſs Swords and Maces, 
Gold chains, warm furs, broad banners and broadfaces) 
Now Night deſcending, the proud Scene was o'er, 
Yet liv'd, in Sertle's Numbers, one Day more. 
Now May'rs and Shrieves in pleaſing Slumbers lay, 
do And eat in Dreams the Cuſtard of the Day: 
But penſive Poets painful Vigils keep; 
Sleepleſs themſelves, to give their Readers Sleep, 
Much to her Mind the ſolemn Feaſt recalls, 
What City- Swans once ſung within the Walls, 
85 Much ſhe revolves their Arts, their antient Praiſe, 
And ſure Succeſſion down'from * Heywood's Days. 


f Nr- Ges. 135 t Cimon the famous Athenian General, 
who obtained a Victory by Sea, and another by Land, on tae 
lame Day, over the Perſians and Bartor1a.s, * Foim Heywood, 
whoſe Iuterludes were printed in Hen, VIIIth's Time, 


B She 
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She ſaw with Joy the Line immortal run, 
Each Sire impreſt and glaring in his Son; 
So watchful Bruin forms: with plaſtic Care 
90 Each growing Lump, and brings it to a Bear. 

She ſaw in N. A all his Father ſhine, 
And E-- # eke out B-- Is endleſs Line; 

She ſaw ſlow P---s creep like T---te's poor Page, 

And furjous D. -n foam in Wh---'s Rage, | 


105 


In each, ſhe marks her Image full expreſt, 
But chief, in Tibbald's monſter· breeding Breaſt, 


Sees Gods with Dæmons in ſtrange League ingage, 
And f karth, and Heav'n, and Hell, her Battels wage! 


95 


Snx ey'd the Bard where ſupperleſs he fate, 
00 And pin'd, unconſcious of his rifing Fate; 
Studious he ſate, with all his Books around, 
Sinking from Thought to Thought, a vaſt profound! 
Plung'd for his Senſe, but found no Bottom there: 
Then writ, and flounder'd on, in mei Deſpair, 


— 


1 this, 1 preſume, alludes to the Extravagancies of the Far- 
bes ot this Author, See Bogk III. . 170, C. 


He 


105 He roll'd his Eyes that witneſs'd huge Diſmay, 
Where yet unpawn'd, much learned Lumber lay, 
Volumes, whoſe Size the Space exactly fill'd; 

Or which fond Authors were ſo good to gild; 
Or, where by Sculpture made for ever known, 
119 The Page admires new Beauties, not its own. 
Here {wells the Shelf with Ogilby the Great, 


Here all his ſuff' ring Brotherhood retire, 
And ſcape the Martyrdem of Jakes and Fire; 
15 A Gothic Vatican! of Greece and Rome 


By T high above, more ſolid Learning ſhone, 
The Claſſicks of an Age chat heard of none; 
There Caxton ſlept, with' Wynkin at his Side, 

20 One claſp'd in Wood, and one in ſtrong Cow-hide: 


Old Bodies of Philoſophy appear: 
De Lyra there a dreadful'Front extends, 
And there, the groaning Shelves Philemon” bends. 
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There, ſtamp'd with Arms, Newcaſtle ſhines compleat, 


Well purg'd, and worthy W---y, W---5, and 5. 


There ſav'd by Spice, like Mummies, many a Year, - 


8 Or 


8 The Duncran. 
1253 Or theſe twelve Volumes, twelve of ampleſt Size, 
Redeem d from Tapers and defrauded Pyes, 
Inſpir d he ſeizes: Theſe an Altar raiſe: 
An Hecatomb, of pure, unſully'd Las 
That Altar crowns; a Folio Common; place 
130 Founds the whole Pyle, of all his Works the baſe: 
Quarto's, Octavo's, ſhape the leſſening Pyre, 
And laſt, a f bile Ajax tips the Spire. 
Tauzn he. Great Tamer of all humane Art! 
Firſt in my Care, and ncareſt at my Heart! 
| 135 Dulneſs! whoſe good old Cauſe I yer defend, 
With whom my Muſe began, with whom ſhall end! 
Oh thou! of Bufineſs the directing Soul, 
To human Heads like dyaſs to the Bowl, 


Whicha more pond'rous makes their Aim more true, 


140 Obiiquely wadling to the Mark in view. 
O ever gracious to perplex d Mankind ! 
Who ſpreads a healing Miſt before the Mind, 
And leſt we err by Wit's wild, dancing Light, 
Secure us kindly in our native Night, 


t u duodecimo, tranſlated from Sophecles, 
1 


Ah! 


155 


160 


16 
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45 Ahl ſtill o'er Britain ſtretch that peaceful Wand, 
Which lulls th* Helvetian and Batavian Land, 
Where gainſt thy Throne if Rebel Science riſe, 
She does but ſhow her Coward Face and dies: 
There, thy good Scholiaſts with unweary'd Pains 
x50 Make Horace flat, and humble Maro's Strains; 


e, 


Here ſtudious I unlucky Moderns fave, 

Nor ſleeps one Error in its Father's Grave, 

Old Puns reſtore, loſt Blunders nicely ſeek, 

And crucify poor Shakeſpear once a Week. 

155 For thee I dim theſe Eyes, and ſtuff this Head, 
With all ſuch reading as was never read; | 

For thee ſupplying, in the worſt of Days, 
Notes to dull Books, and Prologues to dull Plays; 
For thee explain a Thing till all Men doubt it, 

160 And write about it, Goddeſs, and about it; 

So ſpins the Silk- worm ſmall its lender Store, 

And labours, till it clouds itſelf all o'er. 

Not that my Pen to Criticks was confin'd, 

My Verſe gave ampler Leſſons to Mankind; 

165 So written Precepts may ſucceſsleſs prove, 


But ſad Examples never fail co move. 
| B 3 As 
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As ſorc d from Wind · guns, Lead itſelf can fly, 
And pond'rous Slugs cut ſwiftly thro? the Sæy; 
As Clocks to Weight their nimble Motion owe, 
170 The Wheels above urg*d by the Load below; 

| Me, Emptineſs and Dulneſs could inſpire, 

And were my Elaſticity, and Fire. 
Had Heav'n decreed ſuch Works a longer Date, 
Heav'n had decreed to ſpare the Grubſtreer-State, 

175 But ſee * great Settle to the Duſt deſcend, | | 

And all thy Cauſe and Empire at an End! 

Cou'd Troy be fav'd by any ſingle Hand, 

His Gray-gooſe-weapon muſt have made her ſtand. 
But what can II my Flaccus caſt afide, 

180 Take up th' Attorney's (once my better) Guide? 
Or rob the Roman Geeſe of all their Glories, . 
And fave the State by cackling to the Tories? 
Yes, to my Country I my Pen conſign, 

Yes, from this Moment, mighty Mt! am thine, 


* Th's was the laſt Year of Ellanah Sertie's Life, He was Poet 
to the City of London, whole Buſineſs was to compoſe yearly Pa- 
negyricks on the Lord Mayor, aud Vecſes for the Pageants ; but 
fi ice the Abolition of that Fart of the Shows, the Employment 
cas d, ſo that Settle had no Succeſſor to that Place, 
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189 And rival, Curtius! of thy Fame and Zeal, 

Oer Head and Ears plunge for the public Weal. 

Adieu my Children! better thus expire 

Un-ſtall'd, unſold ; thus glorious mount in Fire. 

Fair without Spot; than greas'd by Grocer's Hands, 
190 Or ſhipp'd with W--- to Ape and Monkey Lands, 

Or walting Ginger, round the Streets to go, 

And viſit Alchouſe where ye firſt did grow. 


Wir that, he lifted thrice the ſparkling Brand, 
And thrice he dropt it from his quiv'ring Hand: 
195 Then lights the Structure, with averted Eyes; 
The rowling Smokes involve the Sacrifice. 
The opening Clouds diſcloſe each Work by Turns, 
Now flames old * Memnon, now Rodrigo burns, 
In one quick Flaſh ſee Proſerpine expire, 
200 And laſt, his own cold Z/chylus took fire, 
Then guſh'd the Tears, as from the Trojan's Eyes 
the laſt Blaze ſent Ilion to the Skics, 


. and Farces of T---4, 


Rowz'n 
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Row p by the Light, old D4lne/s heav'd the Head, 
Then ſnatch'd a Sheet of Thule from her Bed, 
205 Sudden ſhe flies, and whelms it o'er the Pyre; 
Down fink the Flames, and with a Hiſs expire. - 


HER ample Preſence fills up all che Place; 
A Veil of Fogs dilates her awful Face, 


Great in her charms! as when on Shrieves and May'rs - 
210 She looks, and breathes herlelf into their Airs. 
She bids him wait her to the ſacred Dome; 
Well plcas'd he enter'd, and confeſs'd his -Home: 
So Spirits, ending their terreſtrial Race, 
Aſcend, and recognize their native Place: 
215 Raptur'd, he gazes round the dear Retreat, 
And } in ſweet Numbers celebrates the Seat. 


HERE to her Choſen all her Works ſhe ſhows; 
Proſe ſwell'd to Verſe, Verſe loitring into Proſe: 
How random Thoughts now Meaning chanceto find, 
220 Now leave all Memory of Senſe behind; 


t He writ a Foem called the Gave of Poverty, printed in 1715, 


Hoy 


Boox the FIS r. 
How Prologues into Prefaces decay, | 
And thoſe to Notes are fritter d quite away} 
How Index-learning turns no Student pale, 
Yet holds the Eel of Science by the Tail: 
225 How, with lefs reading than makes Felons ſcape, 
Lefs human Genius than God gives an Ape, 
Small Thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 
A paſt, vamp'd, future, old, reviv'd, new piece, 
'Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Congreve, and Corneille, 
230 Can make a C—r, Jon, of 0. 


Taz Goddeſs then, o'er his anointed Head, 
With myſtic Words the ſacred Opium ſhedz 
And lol her Bird (a Monſter of a Fowll 
Something berwixt a E- and Ow!) 
235 Perch'd on his Crown. All hail! and hail again 
My Son! the promis d Land expects thy Reign. 


Know Settle, cloy'd with Cuſtard and wich Praiſe, 


Is gather'd to the Dull of antient Days, 
Safe, where no Criticks damn, no Duns moleſt, 
2402 Where G-, B.-, and high-born He» reſt! 
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14 The Duncravd. 
I ſee a King! who leads my choſen Sons 
To Lands that flow with Clenches and with Puns; 
Till each fam'd Theatre my Empire own, 
Till Albion, as Hibernia, bleſs my Throne. 

245 I ſeel | ſee! · Then rapt, (he ſpoke no more. 
God ſave King Tibbald 1 Grubſireet Alleys roar, 


So when Jovꝰs Block deſcended from on high, 
(As fings thy great Fore-father Ogilby,) 
Hoarſe Thunder to its Bottom ſhook the Bog, 
350 And the loud Nation croak'd, God ſave King Log 


End of the Firſt Book: 


13 
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Book the SECOND. 


2 


HE Sons of Dulneſi meet: an endleſs 
| Band | 
Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half 
the Land, 
A motley Mixture! in long Wigs, in Bags, 
In Silks, in Crapes, in Garters, and in Rags; 

5 From Drawing-rooms, from Colleges, from Garrets, 
On Horſe, on Foot, in Hacks, and gilded Chariots, 
All who true Dunces in her Cauſe appear'd, 
And all who knew thuſe Dunces to reward. 


Now 


16 The Duxnciav. 


Now Herald - hawker's ruſty Voice proclaims 
10 Heroic Prizes, and advent'rous Games; 
In that wide Space the Goddeſs took her Stand 
| Where the tall May pole once o*crlook'd the Strand; 
But now (ſo ANNE and Piety ordain) 
A Church collects the Saints of Drury lane. 


Wirn Authors, Stationers obey'd the Call; 
The Field of Glory is a Field for all: 
Glory, and Gain, th? induſtrious Tribe provoke, 
And gentle Dulneſs ever loves a Joke. 
A Poet's Form. ſhe ſets before their Eyes, 
20 And bids the nimbleſt Racer ſeize the Prize; 
No. meagre, muſe-rid Mope, aduſt and thin, 
| In a dun Night-gown of his own looſe Skin; 
But ſuch a Bulk as no twelve Bards could raiſe, 
Twelve ſtarving Bards of theſe degen'rate Days. 
25 Allas a Partridge plump, full-ted, and fair, 
She-form'd this Image of well-bodied Air, 
With pert flat Eyes ſhe window'd well its Head, 
A Brain of Feathers, and a Heart of Lead, 


N And 
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And empty Words the gave, and ſounding Strain; 
30 Bur ſenſeleſs, lifeleſs! Idol void and vain! - 
Never was difht out, at one lucky hit, 
A Foel, ſo juſt a Copy of a Wit; 
So like, that Criticks ſaid and Courtiers ſwore, 
A Wit it was, and call'd'the Phantom, U 


35 ALL gaze with Ardour: ſome, a Poet's Name, 
Others, a Sword-knot and Lac'd-ſuit inflame : 
Bui lofty L t in the Circle roſe; 
© This Prize is mine; who tempt it, are my Foes: 
te With me began this Genius, and ſhall end: 
40 He ſpoke, and who with Lr ſhall contend? 


EAA held themmwe. Alone, untaught to fear, 

Stood dauntleſs C. -I. * Behold that Rival here! 

« The Race by Vigor, not by Vaunts is won: 

&« So rake the hindmoſt Hell. He laid, and run. 
45 Swift as a Batd the Bailif leaves behind, 

He lefi huge L=-z, and our ſtript the Wind. 

As when a Dab-chick waddles thro' the Copſe, 

On Legs and Wings, and flies, and wades, and hops 
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So lab ring on, with Shoulders, Hands, and Hea 
50 Wide as a Wind-mill all his Figure ſpread, | 
With Steps unequal Lt urg'd the Race, 
And ſeem'd to emulate great Jacob's Pace. 
Full in the middle Way there ſtood a Lake, 
Which C---'s Corinna chanc'd that Morn to make, 
55 (Such was her wont, at early Dawn to drop 
Her Evening Cates before his Neighbour's Shop,) 
Here fortun'd Gl to flide: loud ſhout the Band, 
And Lt, Z---t, rings thro? all the Strand. 
Obſcene with Filth the Varlet lyes bewray'd, 
60 Fal'n in the plaſh his Wickedneſs had Jay'd: 
+ Then firſt (if Poets ought of Truth declare) 
The Caitift Vaticide conceiv'd a . 70 
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oats? whoſe Name my Bards and I adore, 
As much ar. leaſt as any Gods, or morez 
65 And him and his, if more Devotion warms, 
Down with the * Bible, up with the f Pope's Arms, 


# The Bible, GPs Sign, f The ci Li's, 
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4A Place there is, betwirt Earth, Air and Scas, 
Where from Ambroſia, Jove retires for Eaſe: 
There in his Seat two ſpacious Vents appear, 
70 On this he fits, to that he leans his Ear; 
There hears the various Vows of fond Mankind, 
ile, Some beg an eaſtern, ſome a weſtern Wind: 
All vain Petitions, ſent by Winds on high, 
„ With Reams abundant this Abode ſupply; 
, £75 Amus'd he reads, and then returns the Bills 
Sign'd with that 1chor which from Gods diſtills, 
In Office here fair Cloacina ſtands, 
And miniſters to Feve with pureſt Hands; 
Forth from the Heap ſhe pick'd her VoCry'e Pray'r, 
$ And plac'd it next him, a Diſtinction rare! 
Oft, as he fiſh'd her nether Realms for Wit, 
The Goddeſs favour'd him, and favours yer. 
= Renew'd by Ordure's ſympathetic Force, 
As ojl'd with magic Juices for the Courſe. 
$5 Vig'rous he riſes; from th' Effluvia ſtrong 
Imbibes new Life, and ſcours and ſtinks along, 


J. 


4 t See Lacian's 3 
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Re paſſes Z. r, vindicates the Race, . | 
Nor heeds the brown Diſhonours of his Face. 


And now the Victor ftretch'd his eager Hand, 
90 Where the tall Nothing ſtood, or ſeem'd ro ſtand; 
A ſhapeleſfs Shade, it melted from his Sight, 
Like Forms in Clouds, or Vifions of the Night! 
Fafflcd, yer preſent ey'n amidſt Deſpair: 
To ſeize his Papers, C- -I, was next thy Care; 
95 His Papers all, the ſportive Winds uplift, | 
And whisk em back to G, to N-, to S. 
Thꝰ embroider'd Suit, at leaſt, he deem'd his Prey 
Thar Suit, an ynpay'd Taylor ſnatch'd away ! 
No Rag, no Scrap, of all the Beau, or Wit, 
100 That once ſꝙ fluner'd, and that once ſo writ. . 


HEAv'x rings with Laughter: Ofthe Laughter vain, , 


Dulneſs, good Queen, repeats the Jeſt again. 
Three wicked Imps of her own Grubſtreet Choir 
She deck'd like Congreve, Addiſen and Prior : 

105 Mears, Warner, Wilkins run · Deluſive Thought! 


„ „ and* * , the Wretches caught. 
- Cd, 


115 


120 
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c- ſtretches after Gay, but Gay is gone, I 
He graſps an empty f Joſeph for a John. g 


So Proteus, hunted in a nobler Shape, 
110 Became, when ſeiz d, a Puppy or an Ape. 


ny Dy "> 


To him the Goddeſs. Son, thy Grieflay down, 
And turn this whole Illufion on the Town. 
As the ſage Dame experienc'd in her Trade, 
By Names of Toaſts retails each batter'd Jade, 
115 (Whence hapleſs Monſieur much complains at Paris 
Of Wrongs from Dutcheſſes and Lady Marys) 
Be thine, my Stationer! this magic Gift; 
C ſhall be Prior, and C- n, Swift ; 
So ſhall each hoſtile Name become our own, 
120 And we too boaſt our Garth and Addiſon. 


r 


W 1TH that the Goddeſs (piteous of his Caſe, 
Yer ſmiling at his ruful length of Face) 
Gives him a Cov'ring, worthy to be ſpread 
On Codrus old, or * *'s modern Bed; 


t Foſeph Gay, a fictitious Name put by C---- before ſeveral 
Tamphlets. . . 
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125 Inſtructive Work !, whoſe wry-mouth'd Portraiture 


Diſplay'd the Fates her Confeſſors endure. 

Ear leſs on high, ſtood pillory'd Do—— 

And 7 flagrant from the Laſh, below : 

There kick d and cudgePd R=— might ye view, 
130 The very Worſtead ftill look'd black and blue: 

Himſelf among the ſtoried Chiefs he ſpies, 

As from the Blanket high in Air he flies, 

And oh! (he cry'd) what Street, what Lane but knows 

Our Purgings, Pumpings, Blanketings and Blows? 
135 In ev'ry Loom our Labours ſhall be ſeen, 

And the freſh Vomit run for ever green ! | 


Sz x in the Circle next, Eliza plac'd; 
Two Babes of Love cloſe clinging to her Waſte: 
Fair as before her Works the ſtands confeſs'd, 

140 In flow'r'd Brocade by bounteous Kirkall dreſs'd, 
Pearls on her Neck, and Roſes in her Hair, 
And her Fore/buttocks to the Navel bare. 
The Goddeſs then: Who beſt can ſend on bigh 
Ihe ſalient Spour, fair-ſtceaming to the Sky; 
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&« His be yon Juno of majeſtic Size, 
145 * With Cow:-like Udders, and with Ox like Eyes. 

ce This China- Jordan, let the Chief o' ercome 

c Repleniſh, not ingloriouſly, at home. 


c — 4 and,C—l accept this glorious Strife, 


(Tho? one his Son diſſuades, and one his Wife). | 
15e This on his manly. Confidence relies, 

That on his Vigor and ſuperior Size. 

Firſt C 4 lean'd againſt his letter'd poſt; 

It roſe, and labour'd'to a Curve at moſt: 

So Jove's bright Bow: diſplays its watry round, 


155 (Sure Sign, that no Spectator ſhall be drown'd)- —- - 


A-ſecond Effort brought but new Diſgrace, 

For ſtraining more, it flies in his on Face; 

Thus the {mall Jett which; haſty. Hands unlock, 

Spirts in the Gard*ners Eyes who turns the Cock. 
160 Not fo from ſhameleſs c: Impetuous ſpread 


The Stream, and ſmoaking, flouriſh'd o'er his Head. · 


So, (fam'd like thee for Turbulence and Horns,) 
Arida nus his humble Fountain ſcorns, 


Thro? 
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Thro' half the Heav'ns he pours th exalted Urn; 
165 His rapid Waters in their Paſſage burn. 


Swir r as it mounts, all follow with their Eyes; 
Still happy, Impudence obrains the Prize. 
Thou triumph'ſt, Victor of the high-wrought Day, 
\ And the pleas d Dame ſoft-ſmiling leads away. 
170 Ch——4, through perfect Modeſty o'ercome, 
Crown'd with the Jordan, walks contented home. 


Bur now for Authors nobler Palms remain: 
Room for my Lord! three Jockeys in his Train; 
Six Huntſmen with a Shour precede his Chair ; 


175 He grins, and looks broad Nonſenſe with a Stare. 


His honour'd Meaning, Dulneſi thus expreſt, 
He wins this Patron who can tickle beſt. *? 


H chinks his Purſe, and takes his Seat of State, 
With ready Quills the Dedicators wait, 
180 Now at his Head the dext'rous Task commence, 
And inſtant, Fancy feels th* imputed Senſe; 


' Now 


I. 


15 
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Now gentle Touches, wanton o'er his. Face, 

He.ſtryts Adonis, and affects Grimace: . 

R — the Feather to his Ear conveys, 
185 Then his nice, Taſtendirects our Oerass 

* * his Mouth, with / Cleſſe Flattiry opes, 

And the puft Oratar burſts aut in Tropes. 

But O the Poet's healing Balm 

Strives to extract from his ſoft, giving Balm; 
199 Unlucky O / thy lordly Maſter 

The more thou tickleſt, gripes his Fiſt the faſter. 


W nxt thus each hand promotes the pleaſing Pain, 
And quick Senſations skip from Vein to Vein, 
A Youth unknown to Phabus, in deſpair, 
195 Puts his laſt Refuge all in Hearn in Pray'r. 
What Force have pious Vows? the Queen of D 
His Siſter ſends, her Vor'reſs, from above. 
As taught by Venus, Paris learnt the Art 
To touch Achilles only render Part, 
260 Secure, thro* her, the noble Prize to carry, 
He marches off, his Grace's Secretary. 


Now 
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210 When Fancy flags, and Senſe is at a ſtande 
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Now turn to diff' rent Sports (the Goddefs cries) 
| And learn, my Sons, the wond*rous Pow'rof Noiſe, 
To move, to raiſe, to raviſh ey*ry Heart, 
With Shakeſdear*s Nature, or with Johnſon's Art, 
205 Let others aim: "Tis yours to ſhake the Soul 
Wich Thunder rumbling from the Muſtard- bowl, 
With Horns and Trumpets now to Madneſs ſwell, 
Now fink in Sorrows with a tolling Bell. 
Such happy Arts, Attention can command, 


Improve we theſe. Three Cat call. be the Bribe 
Of him, whoſe chatt ring ſhames.the Monkey Tribe; 
And his this Drum, whoſe hoarſe beroic baſe 
Drowns the loud Clarion of the braying Ai. 


215 Nowthouſand Tongues are heard in one loud Din, 


The Monkey · mimicks ruſh diſcordant in; 
Tas chatt' ring, grinning, mouthing, jabb'ring all, 
And R=, and railing, brangling, and 5 —, 
5 and Diſſonance; And captious Art, 
2r0 And Snip-ſnap ſhort, and Interruption ſmart. 
9 Hold 


A 
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Hold (eryd the Queen) ye all alike hall win; 


Equal your Merits, equal is your Din g 


But that this well diſputed Game may end, 
Sound forth my Brayers, and the Welkin rend. 


223 As when the long - ear'd, milky Mothers wait 
At ſome fick Miſer's triple. bolted Gate, 
For their defrauded, abſcnt Foals they make 
A Moan fo loud, that all the Guild awake: 
So ſighs Sir G t, ſtarting at the Bray 
230 From Dreams of Millions, and three Groats to pay; 
So ſwells each Windpipe; Aſs intones to Afs, 
Harmonic twang { of Leather, Horn and Braſs, 
Such as from lab'ring Lungs th* Enthuſiaſt blows, 
High Sounds, attempted to the vocal Noſe, 
235 Bur far o'er all ſonorous Bl--'s Strain, 
Walls, Steeples, Skies, bray back to him again: 
In Tor*nham Fields, the Brethren with amaze 
Prick all their Ears up, and forget to graze: 
Long Chanc'ry-lane retentive rolls the Sound, 
240 And Courts to Courts return it round and round; 


Thames 
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Thames wafts it thence to Rufus' roating Hall, 
And H - 4 re-ecchoes, Bawl for Bawl, 
All hail him Victor in both Gifts of Song, 

Who ſings. ſo leudly, and who ſings ſo long. 


245 _ Tars Labour paſt, by Bridewell all deſcend, 
(As Morning Pray'r and Flagellation end.) 
To where Fleerdiich with diſemboguing Streams 
Rolls the large Tribute of dead Dogs to Thames. 
| The King of Dykes! than whom, no Sluice of Mud 
250 V ith deeper Sable blots the Silver Flood. 
© Herc ſtrip my Children! here at once leap in! 
© Here prove Who beſt can daſh thro” thick and thin, 
© And who the moſt in love of Dirt excell, 
© Or dark Dexterity of groping well. 
255 © Who filings moſt Mud, and wide pollutes around 
© The Stream, be his the Journals, bound 
© A Pig of Lead to him who dives the beſt; 
© A Peck of Coals a. piece ſhall glad the reſt, 


ſtands, 


In naked Majeſty great D 
260 And- Milo. like, ſurveys his Arms and Hands: 


Then 
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Then ſighing, thus. © And am I now threeſcore ? 

ee Ah why, ye Gods! ſhouldrwo and two make four? 

He ſaid, and climb'd a Rranded Lighter's height, | 

Shot to the black ries plung'd down-rigp .. 
265 The ſenior's Judgment all the Crowd admixe, 

Who but to ſink che deeper, roſe the higher. 


Nt xr E. div*d; flow Circles dimpled o'er 
The quaking Mud, that clos d and ope'd no more: 
All look, all Ggh, and call on E=— loſt; | 
270 k. in yain reſounds thro? all the Coaſt, 


H--- try'd the next, but hardly ſnatch'd from'Sight, 
Inſtant buoys up, and riſes into Light; 
He bears no Token of the ſabler Streams, 
And mounts far off, among the Swans of Thames. 
275 Far worſe unhappy D/ ſucceeds, 
He ſearch'd for Coral, but he gather'd Weeds, 


TRAUB to the bottom, and“ creep, 
Long winded both, as Natives of the Deep, 
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This only Merit pleading for the Prize, 
280 Nor gverlaſting Bi this denies, 


Bo r nimbler .- reaches at the Ground, 
Circles in Mud, and Darkneſs all around, 
No Crab more active, in the dirty Dance, 
Downward to climb, and backward to advance; 
285 He brings up half the bottom on his Head, 
And boldly claims the Journals and the Lad. 


SUDDEN, a burſt of Thunder ſhook the Flood, 
Lo E. roſe, tremendous all in Mud ! 
Shaking the Horrors of his ſable Brows, 
290 And each ferocious Feature grim with Ooze. 
Greater he looks, and more than Mortal ftares; 
Then thus the Wonders of the Deep declares, 


FER sx he relates, how ſinking to the Chin, 
at Smit with his Mien, the Mudnymphs ſuck d him in, 
i 295 How young Lutotia ſofter than the Down, 
Nigrina black, and Merdawance brown, 


Vy'd 
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Vy'd for his Love in jetty Bow'rs below; 
As Hylas fair was raviſh'd long ago. 
Then ſung how, ſhown him by the Nut-brown Maids 
300 A Branch of Styx here riſes from the Shades, _ 
That tincturꝰd as it runs with Lethe's Streams, 
And wafting Vapors from the Land of Dreams, 
(As under Seas Alphæus ſacred Sluice 
Bears Piſa's Offerings to his Arethuſe) 
395 Pours into Th.:mes : Each City- bowl is full 
Of the mixt Wave, and all who drink grow dull. 
How to the Banks where Bards departed doze, 
They led him ſoft: How all the Bards aroſe; 
Taylor, ſweet Bird of Thames, majeſtic bows, 
310 And Sh--- nods the Poppy on his Brows; | 
While M. N there, deputed by the reſt, 
Gave him the Caſſock, Surcingle, and Veſt; 
And e Take (he ſaid) theſe Rohes which once were 
mine, 
C Dulneſs is ſacred in a ſound Divine. 
HE ceas'd, and ſhow'd the Robe; the Crowd confeſ 


The rey*rend Flamen in his lengthen d Preſs, 
D 2 Slow 


315 


4 


Se EE. a at aa | Ne PO, th 


of 1 Rs — Sx 
— — — — 


32 The Dunxcirav. 


Slew moy'd the Goddeſs from the Silver Flood, 
(Her Prieſt preceding) thro? the Gates of Lad. 
Her Criticis there ſhe ſummons, and proclaims 

320 A gentler Exerciſe ro cloſe. the Games. 


 Hrar you! in whoſe grave Heads, as equal Scales, 
I wagh what Author's heavineſs prevails, 
Which moſt conduce to ſooth the Soul in Slumbers, 
My Hes Periods, or my Bl---'s Numbers? 

335 Attend the Trial we propoſe to make: 
If chere de Man who o'er ſuch Works can wake, 
Skep's all-ſubduing Pow'r who dares defy, 
Aiid boaſt Ulyſes Ear with Argus Eye ; 
To him we grant our ampleſt Pow'rs to fit 

330 Judge of all preſent, paſt, and future Wir, 

To cavil, cenſure, dictate, right or wrong, 

Full, and eternal Privilege of Tongue. 


Trax zz Cambridge Sophs and three pert Templars 

came, 
The ſame their Talents, and their Taſtes the ſume; 
Each 
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335 Each prompt to query, anſwer, and debate, 
And ſmit with Love of Poeſie and Prate. 
The pond*rous Bocks two gentle Readers bring; 
The Heroes fit; the vulgar form a Ring. 
The clam'rous Crowd is huſh*d with Mugs of Mum, 
340 ?*Tul all tun'd equal, fend a general Hum. 
Then mount the Cletks; and in one lazy Tone, 
Thro' the long, heavy, painful Page, drawl on, 
Soft creeping Words on Words the Senſe compoſe, 
At ev'ry Line, they ſtretch, they yawn, they doze. 
345 As to ſoft Gales top: heavy Pines bow low 
The:r Heads, and lifi them as they ceaſe to blow, 
Thus oft they rear, and oft the Head decline, 
As breathe, or pauſe, by Fits, the Airs divine. 
And now to this ſide, now to that, they nod, 
350 As Verſe, or Proſe, infuſe the drowzy God. 
Thrice B-- 1 aim'd to ſpeak, but thrice ſuppreſt 
By potent Arthur, knock'd his Chin and Breaſt. 
C. and T- d, prompt at Pricits to jeer, 
Yet ſilent bow'd to Chriſt's no Kingdom here. 
355. M bo fate the neareſt, by the word's o'ercome 


= Slept firſt, the diſtant nodded to the Hum. 
| D 3 Then 
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Then down are roll'd the Books; ſtretch'd o' er em 

lyes | * 

Each gentle Clerk, and mutt'ring ſeals his Eyes. 

As what a Dutchman plumps into the Lakes, 
360 One Circle firſt, and then a ſecond makes, 

What Dulneſs dropt among her Sons impreſt 

Like Motion, from one Circle to the reſt; 

So from the mid · moſt the Nutation ſpreads 

Round, and more round, o'er all the Sea of Heads. 
365 At laſt C---re felt her Voice to fail, 

And * * * himſelf unfiniſh'd left his Tale. 

T--s and T--- the Church and State gave o'cr, 

Nor * * talk'd, nor S--- whiſper'd more. 

Ev'n N— , gifted with his Mother's Tongue, 
370 Tho' born at Wapping, and from Daniel ſprung, 
Ceas'd his loud bawling Breath, and dropt the head; 
And all was huſh'd, as Folly's ſelf lay dead. 


"*Txvs the ſoft Gifts of Sleep conclude the Day, 
And ſtretch'd on Bulks, as uſual, Poets lay. 
375 Why ſhould I ſing what Bards the Nightly Muſe 
Did ſlumbring viſit, and convey to Stews? - 
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Or prouder march'd, with Magiſtrates in State, 
To ſome fam'd round-houſe, ever open Gate! 
How E. - lay inſpir'd beſide a Sink, 
380 And to mere Mortals ſeem'd a Prieſt in drink? 
All others timely, to the neighbouring Flees 
(Haunt of the Muſes) made their ſafe Retreat. 


End of the Second Book. 
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or in her Temple's laſt Receſs inclos'd, 

BS On Dulneſs lap th* Anointed Head 
repos'd, 

Him cloſe the curtain'd round with 


Vapors blue, 
And ſoft beſprinkled with Cimmerian Dew. 

5 Then Raptures high the Seat of Senſe o'crflow, 
Which only Heads refin'd from Reaſon know: 
Hence from the Straw where Bedlam's Prophet nods, 
He hcars loud Oracles, and talks with Gods: 
Hence the Fool's Paradiſe, the Stateſman's Scheme, 


10 The air-built Caſtle, and the golden Dream, oo 
e 
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The Maids romantic Wiſh, the Chymiſts Flame, 
And Poets Viſion of eternal Fame. . 


AND now, on Fancy's eaſy Wing convey d, 

The King deſcended to th* Elyzian Shade. 
15 There in a dusky Vale where Lethe rolls, 

Old Bavins fits, to dip poetic Souls, 

And blunt the Senſe, and fit it for a skull 

Of ſolid Proof, impenetrably dull. 

Inſtant when dipt, away they wing their Flight, 
20 Where * Brown and Mears unbar the Gates of Light, 

Demand new Bodies, and in Calf's array 

Ruſh to the World, impatient for the Day. 

Millions and Millions on theſe Banks he views, 

Thick as the Stars of Night, or Morning Dews, 
25 As thick as Bees o'er vernal Bloſſoms fly, 

As thick as Eggs at N. -d in Pilory. 


Wond's1NG he gaz'd: When le l a Sage appears, 
By his broad Shoulders known, and length of Ears, 
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Known by the Band and Suit which Settle wore, 


30 (His only Suit) for twice three Years before. 
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All as the Veſt, appear'd the Wearer's Frame, 
Old in new State, another, yet the ſame. 
Bland and fawiliar as in Life, begun 

Thus the great Father to the greater Son. 


On! born to ſee what none can ſee awake! 
Behold the Wonders of th? Oblivious Lake. 
Thou, yet unborn, has touch'd this ſacred Shore, 
The Hand of Bavius drench'd thee o'er and oer. 
But blind to former, as to future Fate, 

What Mortal knows his-pre-exiſtent State? 

Who knows how long, thy tranſmigrating Soul 

Did from Baotian to Baotian Roll? 

How many Dutchmen ſhe vouchſaf d to thrid? 

How many Stages thro? old Monks ſhe rid? 

And all who ſince, in mild benighted Days, 

Mix'd the Owl's Ivy with the Poet's Bays? 

As Man's Meanders to the viral Spring 

Roll all their Tydes, then back their Circles bring; 
Or 
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or Whirligigs, twirl'd round by skilful Swain, 

50 Suck the Thread in, then yield it out again: 
All Nonſenſe thus, of old or modern Date, 
Shall in thee centre, from thee circulate. 

For this, our Queen unfolds to Viſion true. 

Thy mental Eye, for thou has much to view: 

55 Old Scenes of Glory, Times long caſt behind, 
Shall firſt recall'd, ruſh forward to thy Mind 
Then ſtretch thy Sight o'er ali her riſing Reign, 
And let the paſt and future fire thy Brain. 


ASCEND this Hill, whoſe cloudy Point commands 
60 Her boundleſs Empire over Seas and Lands, 
See round the Poles where kcener Spangles ſhine, 
Where Spices ſmoke beneath the burning Line, 
(Earth's wide Extreams) her ſable Flag dilplay'd; 
And all the Nations cover'd in her Shade! 


„% Fax Eaſtward caſt thy Eye, from whence the Sun 
And orient Science at a Birth begun, 
One Man immortal all that Pride confounds, 
He, whoſe long Wall the wand'ring Tarrar bounds, 
| * Heay*ns! 
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* Heav'ns! What a Pyle? whole Ages periſhahere 
70 And one bright Blaze turns Learning into Air. 


THENCE to the South as far extend thy Eyes; 
There rival Flames with equal Glory riſe, 
From Shelves to Shelves f ſee greedy Vulcan roll, 
And lick up all their Phyſick of the Soul. 


75 How little, ſee! that Portion of the Ball, 
Where faint at beſt the Beams of Science fall! 
A gainſt her Throne, from Hyperborean Skies, 
In Dulneſs ſtrong, th' avenging Vandals riſe; 
Lo where Mzotis ſleeps, and hardly flows 
5 30 The freezing Tanais thro? a waſte of Snows, 
The North by Myriads pours her mighty Sons, i 
Great Nurſe of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns. 
See Alaric's ſtern Port, the martial Frame 
Of Genſeric, and Attila's dread Name! 


* He-am-ti, Emperor of China, the ſame who built the gieat 
Wall between China and Tartary, deſtroyed all the Books and 


learned Men of that Empire. 
The Caliph, Omar I. having conquer'd Arpt, caus'd his 
General to burn the Pro/omean Library, on the Gates of which 


was this Inſcription, Medieina Auimæ. : 


Sec! 
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” Sec! the bold Oſtrogoths on Latium fall; 
Sec! the fierce Yiſegorns on Spain and G. | 
Sce! where the Morning gilds the palmy Shore, 
(The Soil that Arts and Infant Letters bore) 
His conq ting Tribes th* Arabian Prophet draws, 
90 And faving [gnorance enthrones by Laws. 
See Chriſtians , Jews, one heavy Sabbath leep; 
And all the weſtern World believe and flecp. 


Lo Rome herſelf, proud Miſtreſs now no more; 
Of Arts, but thund'ring againſt Heathen Lare; 5 
95 Her gray hair'd Synods damning Books unread, SY 
And Bacon trembling for his brazen Head. g 
Lo Statues, Temples, Theatres o'erturn'd, 
Oh glorious Ruin! and * * * burn'd, 


Szx'sr thou an Ile, by Palmers, Pilgrims trod, 

100 Men bearded, bald, cowP'd, uncowl'd, ſhod, unſbod, 1 
Pcel'd, patch'd, and pieball'd, Linſey· woolſey Bro- | 
thers, og 

Grave Mummers, flecvleſs ſome, and ſhirtleſs others. 
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That once was Britain. Happy! had ſhe ſeen 
| No Hercer Sons, had * Eafter never been. 
205 In Peace, great Goddeſs! ever be ador'd; 
20 How keen the War, if Dulneſs draw the Sword ? 


Thus viſit not thy own! on this bleſt Age 
Oh ſpread thy Influence, but reftrain thy _—_ 


Any ſee my Son, the Hour is on its Way 
210 Thar lifts our Goddeſs to imperial Sway: 
This fav rite Iſle, long ſever'd from her Reign, 
Dove. like, ſhe gathers to her Wings again. 
* Now lock thro? Fate! behold the Scene ſhe draws! 
What Aids, what Armies, to aſſert her Cauſe ! 
115 See all her Progeny, illuſtrious Sight! 
Behold, and count them as they riſe to Light. 
As Berecynthia, while her Offſpring vye 
In Homage, to the Mother of the Sky, 
Surveys around her in the bleſt Abode 
720 A hundred Sons, and ev'ry Son a God: 


* Wars in England anciently, about the ** Time of cele- 
Ry n Eaſter. 


Not 


* 
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Not with leſs Glory mighty pl crown'd, | 
Shall take thro" Grubſtruut her triumphant Round, 


And all Parnaſſus glancing oer at once, 
Behold a hundred Sons, and each a Dunce. 


125 Manx firſt the Youth who takes the foremoſt 
Place, 
And thruſts his Perſon fall into your Face, 
With all thy Father's Virtues bleſt, be born! 
And a new 7 ſhall the Stage adorn. 


S2 yet a younger, by his Bluſhes known; 
130 And modeſt as the Maid who ſips alone. 
From the irong Fate of Drams if thou get free; 
Another Durſey, » * * ſhall ſing in thee, Ly 
For thee each Ale houſe, and each Oil bouſe mourn; 
And anſw'ring Gin-ſhops ſowrer Sighs return. 
135 - BxnoLD yon Pair, in ſtrict Embraces join d; 
How like their Manners, and how like their Mind! 
- Fam'd for good Nature, 3 and for Truth, 
le- 5 for pious Paſſion to the Youth, _ 


1 a E 2 TY, Equal, 
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44 f The Duncrav. 
Equal in Wit, and equally polite, 

149 Shall this a Paſquin, that a Grumbler write; 

Like are their Merits, like Rewards they ſhare, 

That ſhines a Conſul, this Commiſſioner, | 


Au Demnnmns, Gomes ah! what ill-ſtarr'd Rage 
Divides a Friendſhip long confirm'd by Age? 
145 Blockheads with Reaſon wicked Wits abhor, 
But Fool with Fool is barb'rous, civil War. 
Embrace, embrace my Sons! be Foes no more! 
Nor glad vile Poets with true Criticks Gore. 


Szz next two flipſhod Muſes traipſe along, 
150 m lofty Madneſs meditating Song, . 
Wich Treſles ſtaring from poetic Dreams, 
And never waſh'd, but in Caftalia's Streams. 
H — 2d 1, glories of their Racel 
Lo H— s fierce, and 1 s rueful Face! : 
157 — the ſcourge of Scripture, mark with Awe M1 
And mighty 7 Blunderbus of Law! 
Lo thouſand thouſand, ev'ry nameleſs Name, 
All crowd, who foremoſt ſhall be damn'd to Fame; 
| How 
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How proud! how pale! how earneſt all appear! 
160 How Rhymes eternal gingle in their Ear! 
Pass theſe to nobler Sights: Lo H ſtands 
Tuning his Voice, and balancing his Hands, 
How honey'd Nonſenſe trickles from his Tongue! 
How ſweet the Periods, neither ſaid nor ſung! 
165 Still break the Benches, H=— with thy Strain, 
| While Kon, Br=——, / preach in vain 
Round him, each Science by irs modern Type 
Stands known; Divinity with Box and Pipe, 
And proud Philoſophy with Breeches tore, 
170 And Engliſh Muſick with a diſmal ſcore: . © 


While bappier &j/”ry with her Comrade Ale; 1 7 


Sooths' the ſad Series of her tedious Tale, 


FasT by, in Darkneſs palpable inſhrin d 
,, B5—, , all che poring kind, 
175 A lumberhouſe of Books in every Head. 
Aͤre ever reading, and are never read, 
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Bu r who is he, in Cloſer cloſe y- pent, 

With Viſage from his Shelves with Duſt beſprent? 
Night well mine Eyes arede that myſter Wight, 
180 That wonnes in Haulkes and Hernes, and H he 
1 hight. 3 

To future Ages may thy Dulneſs laſt, 
As chou preſerv'ſt the Dulneſs of the paſt! 


Bur oh! what Scenes, what Miracles behind! 
Now ſtretch thy View, and open all thy Mind. 


185 HR look'd, and ſaw a fable * Seer ariſe, 
Swift to whoſe Hand a winged Volume flies. 
All ſudden, Gorgons hiſs, and Dragons glare, 
And ten horn'd Fiends, and Giants, threaten War. 
Hell riſes, Heay'n deſcends, to dance on Earth: 
190 Gads, Monſters, Furies, Muſick, Rage and Mirth; 
A Fire, a Jig, a Battel, and a Ball, 
Till one wide Conflagration ſwallows all. 


THEN a new World to N ature's Laws unknown, 
Refulgeat riſes, with a Heav'n its own: 


- Another 


195 Another Cynthia her new Journey runs, 

And other Planets circle other Suns: 
The Foreſts dance, che Rivers up ward riſe, 
whales ſport in Woods, and Dolphins in the Skies; 
And laſt, to give the whole Creation Grace, 

200 Lo! one vaſt Egg produces human Race. 


SiLENT the Monarch gaz'd; yet ask'd in thought 
what God or Dæmon all theſe Wonders wrought? 
To whom the Sire: In yonder Cloud, behold, 
Whoſe ſarcenet Skirts are edg*d with flamy Gold, 
205 A godlike Youth: Ses Jove's own Bolts he flings, 
Rolls the loud Thunder, and the light ning Wings! 
Angel of Dulneſi, ſent to ſcatte# round 
F Her magic Charms on all unclaſſ Ground: 
Yon Stars, yon Suns, he rears at Pleaſure higher, 
219 Illumes their Light, and ſets their Flames on Fire. 
Immortal R. ch how calm he fits at Eaſe, 
Mid ſnows of Paper, and fierce hail of Peaſe? 
And proud his Miſtreſs Orders to perform, 
Rides in the Whirlwind, and directs the Storm. 
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48 The Duncan. 
215 Bur lo! to dark Encounter in mid Air 
New Wizards riſe: here B. 2h, and C7 there. 
Bonn in his cloudy Tabernacle ſbrin d, 
On grinning Dragons —7 mounts the wind: 
| *  Direisthe Conſi , diſmal is the Dia, 
220 Here ſhouts all Drury, there all Lincoly's. Inn; 
Contending Theatres our Empire raiſe, 
Alike their Labours, and alike their Praiſe. 


An D are theſe Wonders, Son, to thee unknown 7 
: Unknown to thee? Theſe Wonders are thy ow n. 
225 Theſe Fare reſerv'd to Grace thy Reign divine, 
Foreſeen by me, bur ah! with-held from ming, 
In Lud's old Walls tho“ long I ruPd renown'd, 


# Far as loud Bows ſtupendous Bells reſound; 

| ö Tho' my own Aldermen conferr d my Bays, 

. 230 To me committing their eternal Praiſe, 

Their ll d Heroes, their pacific Mayr, 
Their annual Trophics, and their monthly Wars : 


bo, 
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* Tho? + long my Party built on me their Hopes, 
For writing Pamphlets, and for roaſting Pope: 
235 (Diftcrent our Parties, but with equal Grace 
Our Goddeſs ſmiles on Whig and Tory Race, 
'Tis the ſame Rope at ſev'ral Ends they twiſt, 
To Dulneſs, Ridpath is as dear as Mift.) 
Yet lol in me what Authors have to brag on! 
249 Reduc'd at laſt to hiſs in my own Dragon. 
Avert it, Heav'n| that thou or o &er 
Should wag two Serpent tails in Smithfield Fair, 
Like the vile Straw that's blown about the Streets, 
The needy Poet ſticks to all he meet, 
245 Coach'd, carted, trod upon, now looſe, now faſt, 
In the Dog's Tail his Progreſs ends at laſt. 
Happier thy Fortunes! like a rolling Stone 
Thy giddy Dulneſs ſtill ſhall lumber on, 
Safe in its Heavineſs, can never tray, 
250 And licks up every Blockhead in the Way. 


f Settle was once famous for Party Papers, but very uncer- 
tain in his political Principles, He was employ'd to hold the 
Pen in the Charadter of 4 Popiſh Succeſſor, but afterwards printed 


his Narrative on the contraty Side, 

He managed the Ceremony and Pageants at the burning of 4 
famous Pope, and was at length 1 in making the Ma- 
chinery at Bartholomew Fau, where, in his old Age he àcted in a 
Dragon of Leather of his own Invention, Th 
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Thy Dragons * * and * ſhall raſte, ; 
And from each how riſe duller than the laſt: 
Till rais'd from Booths to Theatre, to Court, h 
Her Seat imperial Dulneſs ſhall tranſport. - 

355 (Already, Opera prepares the way, 
The ſure Fore runner of her gentle ſway.) 
To aid her Cauſe, if Heay'n thou canſt not bend, 
Hell thou ſbalt move; for Fauſtus is thy Friend: 
Pluto with Cato thou for her ſhalt join, 

260 And link the Mourning-Bride to Proſerpine. 

| Grubſtreet] thy Fall ſhould Men and Gods conſpire, 
Thy Stage ſhall ſtand, enſure i it but from Fire. 
Another chylus appears! prepare tt 
For new Abortions, all ye pregnant fair! 

265 In Flames like Sermeles be brought to bed, | | 
While opening Hell | ſpouts Wü. at your Head, 


Now. Bavius take the Poppy from thy Brow, 
And place it here! here all ye Heroes bow! ve! 


eis reported of Æſchylus that when his T of the Eu» 
wenides was ated, the Audience were ſo terrified that the Chil- 


| dren fell into Fits, aud the big bell) d Women miſcarry'd, T-=-d 


is tranſlating this Author. - This 
18, 
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This, this is He, foretold by antient Rhymes, 
270 Th' Auguſtus, born to bring Saturnian Times! 
Beneath his Reign, ſhall EZ wear the Bays, 
0 preſide, Lord Chancellor of Plays, 
5 ole fudge of Architecture ſit, 
And A.- P. - be preferr'd for Wit! 
275 Tee th' unfiniſh*d Dormitory Wall! 
I ſee the Savoy totter to her Fall! 
The Sons of Iſis reel! the Townſ-mens fport; 
And Alma Mater all diffoly'd in BY 10 | 


THEN, when theſe Signs 7 * mighty Lear, 
280 When the dull Stars roll round, and re appear; 
Let there be Darknejs ! (the dread Pow'r ſhall fay), 
All ſball be Darkneſs, as it ne er were Day; 
To their firſt Chaos Wit's vain Works hall fall, 
And univerſal Dulnels cover all! 


2385 No mare the Monarch could ſuch Raptures bear £9 
He wak'd, and all the Viſion mix'd with Air, 
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